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Lay bashfulness, that rustic virtue, by;

To manly confidence thy thoughts apply.             685

On fortune's foretop timely fix thy hold;

Now   speak  and  speed, for  Venus  loves  the

bold.

No rules of rhetoric here I need afford;
Only begin, and trust the following word;
It will be witty of its own accord.                         690

Act well the lover; let thy speech abound
In dying words, that represent thy wound;
Distrust not her belief; she will be moved;
All women think they merit to be loved.

Sometimes a man begins to love in jest,            695

And, after, feels the torment he professed.
For your own sakes be pitiful, ye fair;
For a feigned passion may a true prepare.
By flatteries we prevail on womankind;
As hollow banks by streams are undermined.      700
Tell her, her face is fair, her eyes are sweet;
Her taper fingers praise, and little feet.
Such praises even the chaste are  pleased to

hear;
Both maids and matrons hold their beauty dear.

Once naked Pallas with Jove's queen appeared, 705
And still they grieve that Venus was preferred.
Praise the proud peacock, and he spreads his

train;

Be silent, and he pulls it in again.
Pleased is the courser in his rapid race;
Applaud his running, and he mends his pace,     710
But largely promise, and devoutly swear;
And, if need be, call every God to hear.
Jove sits above, forgiving with a smile
The perjuries that easy maids beguile.
He swore to Juno by the Stygian lake;               715

Forsworn, he dares not an example make,
Or punish falsehood, for his own dear sake.